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perhaps wilful; she might have any quality of
character, even malice. I have seen hands laid on
her with affection in dock, when those who knew
her were telling me of her ways.

To few of the newer homes among the later
streets of Dockland is that beautiful lady's por-
trait known.    Here and there it survives, part of
the flotsam which has drifted through the years
with grandmother's sandalwood chest, the last of
the   rush-bottomed   chairs,   and   the   lacquered
tea-caddy.    I well remember a room from which
such survivals were saved when the household
ship ran on a coffin, and foundered.    It was a
front parlour in one of the streets with an Oriental
name ; which I cannot be expected to remember,
for when last I was in that room I was lifted to sit
on one of its horsehair chairs, its seat like a hedgev
hog, and I was cautioned to sit still.    It was rather
a long drop to the floor from a chair for me in
those days,  and though sitting still was hard,
sliding part of the way would have been much
worse.    That was a room for holy days, too, a
place for good behavpur, and boots profaned
it.    Its door was nearly, always shut and locked,
and only the chance  formal  visit  of respect^